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artist shows that your mind is like his." In the evening they landed at Neuwied and paid a visit at Court, where they were most heartily welcomed. On the 2oth of July Lavater and Goethe continued the journey. At first they travelled by boat. " Goethe in romantic attire, a grey hat, ornamented with a half-withered bunch of dear flowers," reads aloud from his operetta Elmire, declaims and versifies, till they gradually draw near Bonn. There they take a carriage for Cologne, where they separate. Lavater leaves the same day for Muhlheim, Goethe for Dusseldorf, where he makes the acquaintance of two men whom he has long avoided, the brothers Georg and Fritz Jacobi.
It was woman's work that compromised the misunderstanding between Goethe and the Jacobis, brought about chiefly by Georg's effeminate, fulsome, and self-complacent manner. One of the women, the young aunt of the Jacobis ("aunty"), Demoiselle Johanna Fahlmer, had been living in Frankfort for two years, and by her tender emotions and uncommonly well-trained intellect had soon endeared herself to Goethe. Another was a capable daughter of the Netherlands, Fritz Jacobi's wife, Betty, clever, cordial, cheerful, realistic, reminding one of a Rubens figure. The third was the true-hearted half-sister of the Jacobis, Lott-chen, who like her sister-in-law had from time to time visited in Frankfort. All together gradually overcame Goethe's dislike, which, so far as Fritz Jacobi was concerned, had very little foundation. With his tender heart, only too ready to make rich amends for every wrong he had done, Goethe needed only to meet Fritz Jacobi, with his fine nature and depth of feeling to take him to his heart at once. In his enthusiasm he writes to Fritz's wife, who is away from home: "Your Fritz, Betty, my Fritz. You triumph, Betty, and I had sworn never to mention his name to his dear ones, until I could call him, as I thought I could call him and now do. ... How fine, that you were not in Dusseldorf, that I did the simple bidding of my heart. Not brought in by a master of ceremonies and introduced with apologies, I fell right down out of the sky